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DEDICATED 


To coming generations with the 
hope that they will work to up 
hold, peace and justice. 


INTRODUCTION TO THE ANTHOLOGY 


Who produced this anthology and how, would be a question a 
reader might ask. 


A library is just a store house usually. Should it be so, always 
! The Model Town Library is not. It is a storehouse but of 
learning and a place where learning is mutual. The visitors and 
readers are encouraged to sit together and to benefit from each 
other. Even the children. There are speech contests and the like 
among them. 


For the elders, there are regular academic meetings and a 
poetical symposium every month. The name of this group is 
Adab Serai (Literary Inn). the regular and occasional poets 
deserved introduction to the wider world of literature and 
learnings. The world which is fast becoming one community 
with multi-national and trans-national activity in every sphere, 
so this anthology is bi-lingual. 


the Urdu poets have been translated in English and the English 
poetry has been translated into Urdu. It is a group effort. 
Several persons have pooled endeavours to produce this 
collection. Some names are well known, some are obscure, yet. 


The Adab Serai hopes that this pioneering endeavour, that is a 
bi-lingual anthology, shall bridge. The gap between cultures 
and be a step in creation of a world-family of thinkers and 
writers. When humans express in poetical form, their thoughts 
deserve to be considered as a global heritage, transcending 
borders and ethnicity. In the following volumes, many other 
poets and writers of Adab Serai shall be introduced. 


October, 1994 Kazi Javed, 
Resident Director, 
Acadamy Adabyat, Lahore. 
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POET OF ANGUISHED LONELINESS 


This is my first encounter with Nazir Qaiser’s poetry. 
Though vicarious in nature, it has nonetheless sharpened my 
awareness and enriched my experience of life. thanks to Prem 
Kumar Nazar. Himself one of the most original of 
contemporary Indian poets, Professor Prem Kumar is always 
very indulgent and mindful of my insatiability for an oasis in 
the Sahara of modern poetry. 


There is such profundity of thought in Nazeer's six 
poems, which Nazar has sent me, that it is possible for me to 
have a veritable glimpse of the whole spectrum of his creative 
output. The beauty of his verse lies in that it is intense, full and 
vibrant. These three attributes are not pstchosomatic in nature. 
They are deeply, even disturbingly, psycho-spiritual in their 
import. At the spiritual plane, he lays bare his soul's 
imperturbable aloneness. In combining these two qualities, 
Nazeer brings the ` personal’ and the ~impersonal' into a 
frightening combat in which each becomes a soundless echo of 
the other. "I" and "your" in the following couplet illustrate this 
point effectively: 


Also the contrast expressed through the words "first 
day" and "the day of judgement used in the above couplet is 
note worthy. This is a statement of the elemental in human- 
universal experience. In fact, Nazeer has repeatedly employed 
this technique of "opposites" to accentuate the intensity in work 
a day experience so that one can be prompted to meet others in 
life in an aura of commonness and in the Belief. 


THE POETRY OF NAZIR QAISER 


by Faiz Ahmad Faiz 


The poetry of Nazir Qaiser is a valuable addition to 
Urdu Poetry. Where as many voices have been subdued in 
modern poetry, the voice of Nazir Qaiser is distinctly heard. 
Nazir Qaiser has individuality in poetry but his individuality is 
deeply concerned with collective consciousness. Nazir Qaiser's 
main theme in the sense of personal and common worries and 
griefs. the sense of their causes and the desire to cope with 
them and to protest against factors causing misery. There is 
Novelty in Nazir Qaiser's narration. He depicts deep thoughts 
in very simple words. His poetry has no ambiguity in it. His 
ideas and feelings reflect a healthy mind and a sympathetic 
heart. 


PRAYER 


Create me, O God 
(Create Me) 


Touch me 
wherever I may be 
with they Hands 


From out of the Invisible 
bring forth 

---light, colour, scent, air --- 
all this into the visible 


Step on the cloud 
and ordain: 
that dust may verdure bear 


that torch of roses may burn 
in green mirrors 


that air may be touched with fragrance 
that water may in the river flow 


that light may be distinguishable from darkness 
And that all this 


may be a charming sight 
manifest in the Eye. 


Poet: Nazir Qaiser 
Translated by: S. S. Bhatti 


fash 
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ks 


شش جمال ہوں * کے 
auf,‏ 
رون رتک خوش PE‏ 
طابرش لا 

ابر پل دک 
اورا 

خاک سزہ اگاۓے 
ہرے HURT‏ 
XP Sunk‏ 
ZT tle‏ 
bs‏ س پان که 


3 او 
رو ی nee Ye‏ 
اور ہے سب 


Lat OF‏ خوشنا ہو 


O RED STAR OF THE EAST 


Wrapped up in the sheet of darkness 
1 am the green star 

On whose palm is inscribed 

the tale of days to come 


Should you ever happen to pass through 
the yellow forest of thought 

Do cast a glance at me 

cause I'm consciousness 


I'm a song drowned in that silence 
in which ---' 

There is not a single lyric 

that may be called redundant 


If you ever chance to dive into the sea of silence 
Do lend me an ear 
“cause I am life 


I am a lamp that burns 
inside the festoons of winds 


My light commits those fragrances 
that take off from the skies 
to be sown in the bosom of lands 


Poet: Nazir Qaiser 
Translated by: S. S. Bhatti 
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EYL, uss! 


اس مرخ تاره ن کے 
Jrg‏ کل 
و وس کے ام ول Ey‏ 
én Prt Ps Usk x‏ 
SU's‏ قمت ے 
اے سرخ تا مشق 
آرعا Cus‏ 1۳9 1 دع رتی 
بیان یک ائ ری رک 
و کون ی Lp‏ 
اے مرخ ستاب مق 
نز رقھر 
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WOULD THAT SUCH A DAY DAWN 


Would that such a day! 

When I --- ! 

could teat as under 

the bosom of desire's black stone 
to have a peep out 


Would that such a day dawn !! 


WHEN I 

atter lighting the lamp of azure sky 
in the vault of intellect 

on passing though -- and beyond -- 
the forest of red winds 

rusted by "I" and "thou" 

COULD THINK 


Would that such a day dawn !!! 


Poet: 


Translated by: 


Nazir Qaiser 
S. S. Bhatti 


کال وهون ZT‏ 


کال وه ون ET‏ 

7 حب ہیں‎ 
(LCE Guy 
Lg 
عون‎ He باہ‎ 

کا وم ون ET‏ 

جب میں 

5 ae OT ee og 
آلور اور سرخ ہواؤں‎ wh; 
kL 

Ne Li 

fs‏ کے طاق میں 
نے لیک کا 

وا جل اکر 

سوج سکول 

کال وہ ون اب 


نز ر تعر 


14 


۱ AM SEARCH OF A DRESS 


I am in search of a dress 


l have naked complaints against my body 

wearing day-*n'-night's existence am I wandering 
I am imprisoned in the nudity of dust 

My body is paralysed 


The door of the house of dust-*n'dawn 
is the wailing of the rusty lock's wound 


Where is the key of the air's-hand gone - ? 
of which valley's does it open the doors 


I sow the seeds of blood in the parched dust 
The earth bears forth nudities 


Image in-eye and tactility-in-hand 

are an incident of dresslessness 

I am the punishment of forbidden branch 
My naked body is not the life of a tree 
that it could put on the dress of seasons 


I am in search of a dress 


Poet: Nazir Qaiser 


Translated by: S. S. Bhatti 
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ٹس پیر نکی LTE‏ ہوں 


Un ال میں‎ Sheu 
مس بدن سے کے برہنہ شگائتیں ہیں‎ 
ربا موں‎ AH رات رن کا وتور پچ‎ 4 

میس خاک LUY‏ قر ہوں 

eb رام‎ 

مکان شام و رکا دروازہ زنگ LP ool‏ 
ی el‏ 

کلیر رست »وانر جا ےکماں سے 
ٍ0 کولق سے 
یس خاک تقد میس خون کے زج ڈالتا ہوں 
WILY oti‏ 
آھ میں ta‏ 

یا ی کا ماججر ہے 

یس شاخ ممنوح کی سزا Us‏ 

ما بم برن حیات ews‏ 

& burr کہ‎ 


YASSAR ARAFAT 


The full of blood Euphrates is looking at you 

O' Yassar Arafat 

The fate of cur mothers, sisters is the present of 
wounds, 

O' Yassar Arafat 

The night is stepping down spear by spear, wearing 
the Sun. 

O' Yassar Arafat 

Blood and smoke in all direction and the lonely self of God 
O' Yassar Arafat 

Would that I kiss your wounded hands, with my 
bleeding lips: 

O' Yassar Arafat. 


Poet: Nazir Qaiser 
Translated by: Salahuddin Haider 
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اس عفات 


bre‏ رہا ہے اہو سے بھرا فرات 

اے ماس رعفات 

SUG!‏ قحمت زتمول کی سوغات 

اے ا رکنات 

نیزہ نزو ا2 ری dure‏ رات 

ابا رع ذات 

uk‏ اڑتے نرب SUF‏ بات 

اے یا aby‏ 

چاروں ماب a‏ وطوال اور شارب 1 زات 
سے a? TOO‏ زی بات 

ere 


۱ AM AWAKE AGAIN 


Į am awake again 
To see the world 
To ask the earth; 


To free my shadow 
from the mirror of sunshine 


To give my barn a cloud 
To grant me once more 

a cup of moisture 

a handful of air 

To breat-feed my dry throat 


that it may find patience 


Poet: Nazir Qaiser 
Translated by: S. S. Bhatti 
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میس اک بار رجات ہوں 


مس اک پار A‏ ماتا ہوں 
کہ یں 

زش ےکہوں 
SLE‏ 

دوپ کے Sya At‏ 
رب لیا نک ریت 

کے ایک پیالہ تھی ایک ی ہوا 
Sof‏ 

Spt beg 
ال بتان ے ررے‎ 


یس اک بار ربا ہوں 


THESE ARE THE DAY 
FOR THE EARTH TO BE AWAKE 


These are the days 
for the earth to be awake 


Those branches 

which pen down the incident 

of by gone-days' saddened fragrance 

are dressed up in winds 

headless, barefooted, (they are) 

life's place of adoration and an ultimate prayer 


Birds of dawns 

“neath the sky 

are passing through 

circles of spent-up night 

after throwing the seeds of many a ray 
on the lips of burnt-up dark dust 


On learning about rose-blossoms in the seas 
are dressed up in travellers’ clothes 

winds have set out 

in quest of fragrance 

Stars are failing into the hazy water of colours 
torches are aquiver in the waves 


From the earth-hued mirror of vastness 
the uprising faces bear 
wide-open green eyes 


These are the days 
for the earth to be awake. 


Poet: Nazir Qaiser 
Translated by: S. S. Bhatti 
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pL 262 ps 


گے دنو ںکی اراس خوش وکا 
piz‏ انس 

ده رل Ut hee‏ 
eb‏ چره گیل 

$77 دعایں 

fi‏ کے جاگنے کے رن بل 

ELÉ 

لی Soc‏ کے لیوں پر 

کر نکرن بیج ڑا لج 

"کول کے رن 

»ول شب Uh‏ 
ا چ یں 


fi‏ کے جا گے کے ون ہیں 
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INTRODUCTION - SHAHNAZ کات‎ 


Shahnaz Muzammil, in the realm of poetry, has now 
become a house-hold word. Publication of her fifth poetic 
collection reveals her creative urge. Writing in the 
unconventional lyrical form amounts to a "Jehad" in the 
` contemporary perspective. Shahnaz Muzammil has displayed 
this spirit in her verses. Her blank verse also shows her 
proximity to her own line of thought. Through her poetry she 
attempts to discover her inner self. This search is neither 
romantic nor metaphysical. On the contrary it is worldly and 
realistic. Her verses, which are an attempt at defining the 
emotional level, smack of the universal deprivation of the 
individual and colour of the undulating existence. 


Anis Nagi 


Any society, where denial of the right of a woman to 
create is accepted as a norm, becomes infertile socially and 
culturally. Unluckily most of our third world societies have 
chosen the path of stagnation rather than creativity. With 
closed eyes and looking toward others we remain enclosed in 
our own dreams fearful of encountering new ones. 


, Shahnaz Muzammil, in this atmosphere of non-creative 
tradition, has come up as a live and creative artist. Her poetry 


is like a morning emerging out of the ruins of our 
civilization -- true and beautiful. 


Nazir Qaiser 
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| 
5 a. 
“ 
سے‎ A QUESTION 


| 


Where have we to go ۶ 
On which track ? The tracks 
always take new directions. I have 
desire in my heart 
and light of deep longing in my eyes 
oN ‘when I touch ( 4 
دا‎ milestone. | 
But. < what's all this heaviness 
which enters my soul ? 
With half opened eyes I look up and 
see him who shares 
This journey with me....... and ask : 
"my dear ! 
What these aching hands and blistered feet 
tell us ? Haven't we 


۰ 


۱ 
one beyond our home } ; Mie 
g y لت یا‎ desti \ We 


© Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 1 
DA ۵ وا‎ dy Tg 
ww) DA inh ۰ E” ریب‎ a 
ws لسن‎ 
Cl e ۱ 


Phe‏ سم وا -A‏ 4 م 
a‏ ۳ هس عم fy‏ کو ارس 


AER oc i te Mtl مس‎ 


یہ , A‏ ا ~~“ 
LA ۱ ppl‏ ,)4 ھر لر 
اور کات A‏ 


a 


Pi 


THE SUN HAS YET TO BURN 


The Sun, my Sun, has yet to burn 
keep it burning; yes ! 
It has to run its orbit. 


My Sun is the good old workhorse, 
Exploding out its atoms 
Every mist, every morn. 


It its orbit ends, 

And the last light put out; 

The Sun shall earn its rest. 

But for us; for me and my ecology ! 
Desolate, darkness, lifelessness. 


The creature with no eyes 

(Insect, bat, subterranean, submarine life) 
And the humans with no sight, 

All are guided by the noble Sun 

To traverse their path, their daily chore 
In pursuit of food and life. 

The Sun has yet to burn 

Can it die ? Would it die? 

This symbol of light and life. 

Would the light kill the life, or, 

Would the life put out the light ? 

Eshall Hot letit 0161107 

My Sun, my source of light and life 

I am fond of light, I am fond of life. 
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ا 
On my frail shoulders‏ 
I shall let a wall be raised‏ 
Brick by brick, higher and higher‏ 
The wall shall shield,‏ 
Shield & protect the spark‏ 
Of the Sun, my dear Sun,‏ 
The symbol and source of life and light.‏ 
I shall not let it die.‏ 
I shall catch its rainbow rays‏ 
In my palm;‏ 
To protect, preserve & spread the rays‏ 
For every desolate darkness.‏ 
The Sun might burn me, but;‏ 
I shall not let it die, my Sun, my dear Sun.‏ 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Hasan Muizudin 
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اک رست رلک رحلا ے 
کے راہ 


j E ار‎ 
ie رات‎ 4 


گی و as‏ ۰ھ 
یی سب حشرت ج یکو رب نے تی Fe‏ 

ال سورح وا ' اور 
27 
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Surg‏ تس سکم 

QIY g‏ روث کا اک ری استعارہ ے 
a rege‏ 

00 Sten USE) وال‎ z me 

OLR آے‎ 

tf GSN‏ تی رکرو ںگی 

میں خوو علئے Ul‏ 
روشنی ایک یو نی 

g‏ سور پا راب 

g‏ سدح پا راب 


شنازمزل 
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D 
HOSTILE ERA 


Why is my being 

reflected in mirror covered with dust 
and images carved on it 

have lost touch with this hostile era. 


> e 
O come out of the Dome of Dream dT Eee 


سے 


I want to hear. 

The good news of these destinations 
possessed 

by you. 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Jilani Kamran 


7 aie IA 

Pr ike ۱ ۱ 

Le YZ et? مہ‎ 
۱ 7 ~ 

E‏ رر 
سے 
a‏ 7 
5 2 


۰ f 
کے‎ á 2 J تا‎ 
یسم سس را‎ 
یی‎ ۹ 
رص ہد‎ ۱ 


مر خرف 


/ 


2 یی سم 
مارب ج IP‏ ہ7۶ 7 ہاں 


Nl‏ رف ل یچ 


کوں UY‏ کے “و نی سیت > JG)‏ 


21 وف ت rÉ‏ او os‏ 
نزو ںیا موا در 


SS 


Gerke 


j چک‎ ۳ SS f 
Cdi مگ ری سط‎ 
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72 THE FATAL QUIET 


Quiet stillness form here to horizons 
Songless are the winds. 

This quiet appears to be fatal 

So, come, my friend 

Come to raise a ripple 

Come knocking with your steps 

Some sound shall fade the stillness out. 


Let the hurricanes come not alone 

let it come with the thunder and light. 
Let the birds be shocked to squeak. 
Let the ripples cause moments to rise. 


Stars breaking loose in the skies. 

Have turned into inert stones, in space. 
There is neither a rhyme, nor fragrance. 
There is quiet stillness all around. 

Is that fatal quiet ? 


I wish my call does echo; 
Some must pick the signal up; 
. Some response with affection known. 


Being crushed in the centuries load; 

Stars tremble at eyelashes. 

I wish incessant rain of the ~Saavan' month 
To cool down the hot, ever hot thirsty earth. 


The ۰ 22۷20 drops may cause rattles 
Like the dancer's ornaments. 

The fatal quiet may fade out 

this quiet still be not fatal. 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Hasan Muizudin 


Note: `Saavan' is the name of a romantic rainy month in 
the native calendar. 
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ع bia‏ وتان اٹھانے 
رس آم لون آواز ر > 
E‏ بیلیں بی ` ر 
ca GAT 1‏ اور 
eae‏ 42 
دش رک pink‏ 


ا ا اے کے ہے ما oe‏ کک 
Calre Wet‏ 7ق سی ایر 
A ok HDL GST y‏ 
E TS mage‏ 

کی صرلوں کا ؟ AR a evar,‏ ل رق سے ے 
ey‏ ستارے کا 2 ہیں 

یگ جا ےمان ےرت 

نش نگ Fn‏ باری ہے 

بے بوندیں آگ ی دصق JF‏ 

چا ل po‏ اواز ET‏ 

نا ی فا hs‏ وٹ جائے 

Site g. PANN HE 


ہے و ها 
ر A‏ ما hal‏ 
i ۱‏ ی 


Ars 7 vA sA 
9 ری مر وال تم‎ eye 
` کک‎ 
ne 


2 00 6 i K 
MI ie pP. LER عیب‎ A 
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SORROW IN AUTUMN 


the beloved's Town, 

Sun going down in the lake, 

bit by bit, 

its reddish face washed by lake water, 
and wet weather 

with cold air....... o! 

with all those 

a face unlit by passion 

turns pale. 


Poet: Shaknaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Jilani Kamran 
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زردم وم کے لزاب 


Jyt? 
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at, شام‎ 

اور ہے Cur‏ 
ل ژوب ربا ہو 
luir‏ 

وکر ے وکر سے 

N 7 Ls 

Koes & 


رد ہوا ہو 


اور جزیوں ےا ما ریپ 


زررہواہو 


FREED PRISONER 


What a helplessness 

1 was freed, but am yet in jail. 

The petals of my desire 

Have withered. 

The birds of my visions 

Are a prey for game shooters. 

I have lost my sights, 

there are guards on my listening prowess. 
My wings are locked tight. 


The onset of the spring 
Has for me 


Not a knock, and 


No fragrance. None waits for me after I was freed. 


None is there to reassure. 


That the sleek winds 

That the slender twilight, 

That the tress of the rose, 

That the beauty around, 

That sweet smelling hue, 

That trom the fairy land 

Have descended with a fair form, 
These stars and galaxies, the moon 
These chains of hills and mounts 
Magnificent, high and lofty, 


for a beholden view. 
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Are the stars awake, 


Whether I am awake ? 


The dew drops have stilled on my lashes. 


What a helplessness. 


I feel I am yet in jail 

Though I am freed. 

1 am a freed prisoner. 

Having lost my sights, 
Having my ears guarded, 
Having my wings locked tight 
Feeling abject helplessness, 

I am a freed prisoner, 

I am a prisoner, 

Yet 


Poet: 


Translated by: 
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Shahnaz Muzammil 
Hasan Muizudin 


آزارتیری 


جیب ی مکی ESE‏ 
00ز زار یر شس Un‏ 
۳ >> کے ee‏ سا 


E‏ یکھوگئی ہیں 
Iye Burk‏ 
Ne‏ گہہتجیںہے ہےر yi ۲ Z‏ 2ھ 
ea‏ تی ہت OO‏ 
č La G4 3‏ کن با 7 

abs آزاد قرو وسین‎ hh Fe 

ار A‏ موا لاب سب فضا دا 
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EP نے‎ 


(> 


۳۱ ` 


ele 
1 کول رکش سس قراس‎ 
٦ یہ رگ وو کل جس‎ 
7 LA te ماری خاطروجور چے‎ 
Y ہے سم‎ MAB AG ماری‎ 
ey)" ہیں‎ Sea die سلسلوں کے‎ valas y 
گھرستاروں کا رت جا اب‎ 

et LEY 
2B ۰ 
گالوں پے رک کے ہیں‎ Ger 
جیب ی مکی ےے ہی بے‎ 
شس ہو کے آزاو قر مس ہوں‎ 
UF بسارنش میریگ‎ 
لگا ہے ما‎ Ur 
بے بال ویر ی بندھے ہیں میرے‎ 
یب ی ری بے کی ہے‎ 

Jy it? 


a 23‏ هت crit‏ سا بت رہ 


i لرل"‎ a a YF ge 
+ وت خبط‎ let a 
27 
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THE SILKEN TIE 


How much I strived for a relation 

But it bore no fruit. It gave no return 

The silken thread we grasped together 
Evanesced in the storm of malevolent time 

The tie was of silk which toppled on 

I thought of catching its other end 

But procured nothing and the distance stretched away 
Its other end was in your hand 

You could have held it fast if so desired 

It melted away in my enervated hands 

Then for long I yearn for a day 

When you would bring the end which hung about you 
And tell me it's a longwinded string 

Which would not break in twinkling of an eye 
An end once held is never unheld 

A knot once tied is never untied 

Behold! My helplessness I cogitated 

With my eyes on the threshold 

And my stare at the sky 

You never picked your way to tie the knot 

Or come to me to tell that you have brought 

A silken string which unravelled but not untied 
I pondered on and bolted out the silken string 
Cut by me heart's mirror. 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Noumana Farooq 
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ve 
FOR THE SUSTENANCE OF AIR 


We, the inflamed autumn leaves 
Have arrived in the valley of flowers. 
But in vain. 


Destiny is set for us, 
To bloom and start falling 
At the advent of autumn 


The tree in which we grew 
Bade us farewell on, 
The wings of air. 


We are delicate petals 
And are destined to fly 
With the dried yellow leaves. 


Our origin is unknown 

Like our destination. 

We have to keep flying like this, 
To be spread all over. 


Some to line the winding lanes. 
Some to sustain the air 
But nothing remains. 


Screaming wind mourns. 
The sky decorates the earth 
With pearls. 

Now the spring is back, 
After we have perished. 
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Dried. barren land is green. 


No signs of decay remain. 


We hosted the festival of spring. 


Now the vales and the hills 
Are ridden with flowers. 


We, the inflamed autumn leaves 
Have arrived in the valley flowers. 
But in vain. 


The mournful time will once again imply, 
You are for the sustenance of air. 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Dr. Asghar Naqi 
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Counting the waves when Peblles are thrown in the lake of 
thought 

Breaking the mirror and counting the splinters of glass 

Out of secluded wilderness into the reeking desert 

Getting tired of walking in the smouldering sand 

Walls are whining and lakes are whimpering 

Silent wilderness sleeping heavily 

Body burning and blowing out like fire 

Lighting the fire and sojourning the pandemonium of my soul 

Body will seethe leaving behind the ash 

Leaving the last spark speaking for me 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: © Noumana Farooq 
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SHELTERS OF WAX 


The resounding bells in the silence of evening. 
The redness of a setting sun in the horizon. 
The floating clouds on the sky. 

The fragrance of an altering season. 

The same phenomenon, 

Let it remain in a dream's form 

A large con-course 

Nobody has conceived nor will conceive 
The suffering of a bunyan tree 

Flight of a heron set apart from its row 
That they are lost themselves 

And rest their sparkling eyes on a scaffold. 
The darkness is augmenting inside. 
Succession of hope is lying ahead. 

Oceans are distant - Rivers are far and clouds are yondering 
Blazing is the sun and destination unknown 
The shelter of any wall 

No cover of blessing above the head 

And in these shelters. 

Which are dripping in drops 

who will be rendered safe ? 

Who will exist ? 

What will come of the world ? 

That losing desires & struggles 

My Eyes are resting on a scaffold. 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Noumana Farooq 
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ہے 


CRUCIFIX OF PAIN 


Sometimes helpless birds collide 
With the gusts of wind. 

Sometimes the monster of autumns 
Enters the blinding world of love. 
Sometimes, my love, the air pirates 
Crucity pain. 


We sat still 

And thought amidst 

The weakening pulse of surrounding 
Can it happen. 


A human becoming executioner 
Chiselling crucified birds 
Hanging on crucifix of pain. 
Hammering in the nails. 


But this is not uncommon. 
We have witnessed it betore, 
And will witness it again. 


Every walking person is harrased. 
Faces drawn with blank surprises. 
Seemingly alive, 

With stationary body and mind. 


Just walking around 

Feeling asphyxiated 

But this is only a scene 

It keeps on changing. 

Once again the curtain is raised. 


The helpless birds are colliding again 
With the gusts of wind. 

And the monster of autumns 

Enters the blinding world of love. 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Dr. Asghar Naqi 
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a WHY 


Why to borrow a head a brain 
Why to listen others within me, a brunt, a strain, 
I own my heart, my pulse, my feelings 


Then why to fly on other person's wings ? 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 


کہوں 
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ENDURANCE 


My heart is aching with emerging tears 
Silent is my lute 
1 will keep burning along words 


I will not utter a word, I'll be mute. 


Poet: Shahnaz Muzammil 
Translated by: © Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
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INTRODUCTION - DUR-E-ANJUM ARIF 


Dur-e-Anjum Arif's poetry is such a Kaleidoscope in 
which a shape becomes multi-dimensional. It is colourful as 
well as complaisant. It is both dejected and delightful, dim and 
bright and luminous too. It shows signs of an ecstatic present, 
having positive possibilities of what is to come. In it there is a 


pathos of the past Autumn as well as a picturesque image of the 
Spring to come. 


Muneer Niazi 
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INTRODUCTION - DUR-E-ANJUM ARIF 


Dur-e-Anjum Arif is a renowned poetess of today. 
Versatility in style and perfection in expression is the basic art 
which is reflected in her poetry. The plaudit of her poems and 
the glimmering words are extremely pleasurable. On the other 
hand, her tragic poetry moves the readers to tears. She, 
actually shares the feelings of the readers through her 
extremely beautiful style. 


Mamoon Sultan 
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GOOD MORNING 


I think 1 meet him today 

Him who never enquired about me 
Never cast a kind look, nor a glance 
Would behave a stranger if I pass by 

At my looks, he would never respond 

In this big metropolis, well known was 1 
Popular, surrounded by many a friends 
Faces kind, familiar, loving all around me 
Faces, friendly, sharing my secret yearns 
Faces, of listless acquaintance, 

Lifeless, forlorn with no sympathy 
Faces, lit with desire of me 

Faces, mirror of throbbing heart 

Faces, carrying bouquets of love 

Faces. 1 would confide in 

To love, and seek their love 

Faces, promising adoration, 

Promising never to part 

All those faces of passed years 

Are yet around me, enquiring, 
Enquiring about an address, 

In my neighbourhood. 

And that faces of all faces 

The tace of my dear love 

Living next door as a stranger, 

By chance I passed by at my window 
On exchange of looks, he, ---- Said 

Morning’,‏ 0000 ٭ 
And plucked a rose bud for me.‏ 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Hasan Muizudin 
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HOW TO ILLUMINATE 


Is it possible ? 
Can 1 illuminate the wilderness of the still desert ? 
The bright lamps around me are alight 
But the blowing wind is gaining speed 
The valley is siezed by a cold-hurricane 
And now the flame of the alighted lamp is quivering 
What can these sand-storms mean ? 
Can you hear the sound of moments, 

in the still dark night ? 
Terrified, frightened is the aura of night 
The lamp on the tomb in the wilderness of night 

has gone off. 
A small child in a cottage has cried himself to sleep 
People trembling with cold seek warmth 
The running blood into their veins has frozen 
The sick are in an agony of pain 
And the saviour is entangled in the evening - 

ceremonies somewhere 
He has yet to learn to escape 
From many a dead moments 
Betore being aware of the darkness of grave 
He has to dash out the Hurricane to see 
How the flickering, trembling cold wind 
Has blown off the lamps of many a homes 
All this is still acceptable but the regret is 
Those who should have been awake are as asleep still 
All the Candles will alight if only they 
would wake up 

And stop the Hurricane, but how and when ? 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Iffat Saeed 
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THE AGONY OF TIME 


How shall I speak out the pain of my Morning 

How shall I break the heart of my Evening 

How shall | communicate to my Night 

How shall I relinquish my Afternoon 

For every morning of mine 

My Night. my Afternoon 

Are demanding of me the price of my existence 

And amid these I am tried, helpless and woe-begone 

I am so simple, innocent and restricted 

God knows for how long this span of time 

Has been demanding of me the price of my existence 

For each Morning passes by paving way for the Afternoon, 
The passing Afternoon then calls at the Evening 

The passing Evening appoints on me the guards of Night 
Then a Morning. a new Morning comes and wakes me up. 
How shall I endure the agony of these moments 


How shall I speak about the pain of passing age. 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Nasreen Barlass 


67 


M ضس کا دکه‎ EIS 
ملد ون‎ 
ش ای را تکو کب چاؤں‎ 

میس این دی مک پچھوڑوں 

set‏ ہرک شام 

Se‏ رات مرک دور 

کت مرت موس کل تمت نے ری ہیں 

یس ان کے درمیاں تما کی ہوں بے الک So‏ 
Ft‏ بے ول اور سوه و وا بھی 

تم مات و ل تسار رفس ول د 
line,‏ گت نے ر سے ہیں 

ہر اک Ser KITE‏ راو وی ے 

bt‏ ودی رچ رشا مک ٣‏ اواز (bo‏ ے 

hb Ls‏ رات کے پہرے نات سے 
(ONZE GE NA‏ ے 

یس ان اوقاتکا وک کے Ut‏ 
Unde bs; PASA‏ ورام عارف 


68 


FOR ME EVEN TODAY 


Its past mid night 

My thoughts become hazy 

The clock ticks away my mortal breath 
Out of the Silence. 

Arises a strange consciousness 

Of deep pain and feeble joy 

. Oh fate! inevitable. harsh reality! 

And yet | wonder, 

As I gaze, 

At the delicate cord of light 

That sneaks in through the open window 
Passions pour forth 

The unexpected emergence of hope, fulfillment 
Embalms my spirit 

My soul races 

To a new, distant course 

And yet I wonder, 

Will tomorrow bring a new dawn for me! 
Would it alter the course of Time ? 

The dark lonely night departs 

Leaving behind the dawn 

And my aching heart. 

Yet for me even today. 

There is nothing new, 

Ah! the vast wilderness 

Of Eternity, 

Stretched between you and Me. 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Saba Raza 
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SILENT EMOTIONS 


I felt my thoughts whispering to me 
A hidden desire --- 
A voice within me cried --- | want expression 
Expression of my silent emotions in silent words 
Expression of my feelings 
Expression of sincere desires 
My thoughts focus on you 
I felt my words describing just you 
But the words sometimes appear meaningless 
Expression seem powerless 
My inner self cried 
My mind again tried 
To create the words which can express 
My silent thoughts 
My true devotion 
My strong emotions. 
I felt so depressed, 
1 failed to express that 
You are my desire. 
My only wish --- my silent emotions. 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 


Translated by: Fatima Arif 
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090 تح یہ پھاور‎ UW Ets 

مو خیالات جو احساس کی خوشبو لاس 

وه ضیالات جو انراز صن ون لا 

url pey Of انس‎ Sunde 

اپنے جذبا تک اظما US‏ 

pr of‏ مب اظما رکا عاس لکیا ہے 
وی موموم ی FU‏ وی بے نام نش 

UF ایی خوائش لک 2 تام لول وے نہ‎ i 

ای fosie‏ نے 

Ltr مکو‎ 

us سوچ اکوئی افسان‎ of 


73 


ورا A‏ عارف 
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انی بے نام متاو لک 
ایک اجال ی Ut So‏ 
A‏ خیالات کا اظدار نوش 


BODIES WITH NO FACES 


There are bodies of different angles, 

Bony, angular slim and fluffy, 

With only a fake or feeble face on them 

The city is full of people, 

Every where, here and there 

Countless people all around us 

But who will speak for me ? 

Who will stand an evidence ? 

Who will speak that candid Truth; 

Who will believe that vocal Truth 

Who will see that shining Truth 

Who will follow that hidden Truth 

I think about and feel sad -- as my soul aches. 
to see all bodies -- without faces on them 

1 need a vision to see, 

I need a receptive ear to listen 

Whom should I ask -- why people are dumb 
Unable to speak -- to utter a word. 

Oh Life be kind to me -- just a favour 

Bring for me a face -- such a face. 

Having features -- the living features on it, 
Which could see -- listen, and speak to me 
If it is not feasable for you, 

Snatch from me all my features and senses. 
And then there will be bodies and bodies, 
Just heaps of bodies -- without a face on them. 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Ahmad Arifeen Arif 
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بے چرولوگ 


zU? TEDE,‏ نظ رت ہیں 
EA‏ 

رطف ریش اجسام نظ رآتے ہیں 

اس قد رج مک کنن کی ال مل سے 

رب کون مرے جن می لآوانی رس هگا 

کون لو bb‏ 

کون نے Gb‏ 

کون رکه bub‏ 

of‏ کے گا وہ" 

کچھ یی سوج کے افسردہ بو be‏ ہوں 
Be‏ حم ہیں جن GRAS‏ میں 

AT‏ کیت والی HSI‏ ا کو 
LES‏ لے ہوں وی He Sb‏ 
Suse”‏ ہے اب عق سے عاری Sut‏ 
SSS‏ طاتت ی نمیں 
PORAN‏ 


جج کو ای bi‏ چرو لاس 
hides‏ من بھی سے 
A‏ نے بج پا ےول کے 
Fryt At‏ 
yh‏ لے مھ سے بھی Re‏ 
tt Aus‏ نم ہوں بے رو سم 
Ut‏ فقط لوک ہوں سب چو لوگ 
درا نم عارف 


11 
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IN MY HEART 


See. the world is full of desires 

How we tolerate the constant pain 

All is well --- if just you remain with me 
Because, you and only you dwell in my heart. 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Sajida Tariq 


LAMENT OF A DESIRE 


Ah! I and lament abide together. 

Ah! glittering eyes like glimmering light. 
Frittered are the tears from rueful eyes, 
Like squandered pearl form oyster, 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Mamoona Sultan 


ام یت رآرزو 


اپ.. 7 بت جر آروز 
ون شش لا ut‏ بر شام ego‏ 
اا کی ی الو کی ام 
مل سض سے کے غربے ے ۔ 


TWO SEASONS 


You said in the previous season 

We'll stay together, 

What do you say now that the season has changed. 
In the previous season you dewelled with me. 

Tell me where you sojourn now 


TWILIGHT 


Encounter with a lost friend, 
Blossoms of memories fill my heart. 
Tearful eyes -- and smiling lips 

As if the day and night are meeting. 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Sabiha Ikram 
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n I. Ty ariel AE 
سا تا کت بے‎ wea. Oe 
بو‎ 2) S eS oe 
23s وولول‎ 
روست شزا‎ A 
ur. o ee 0 
اب‎ Ut با کر‎ 
Ur ok رولوں زا‎ 
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POISON 


Whose hands are coloured 

With the Crimson hue of the horizon: 

Whose desires have recently been strangulated. 
Can you estimate the amount of poison 

You gave me in the bowl of life? 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Sabiha Ikram 


FRIENDS AND FOES 


Many times I have been decieved friends. 

I have taken a round of the evening camps as well 
I am at a loss to decide which way to go 

As I have found my friend assisting my foe. 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Fatima Arif 


تر 


ef 7 ips 
oo 


ae e 
روہت‎ 


ا لا 
ا 
ست ےم 7 
سو پار Site‏ ۱ 
اور ss‏ $ 
y‏ مس سے 
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FIDELITY 


Solitary moments in this world 

Of hustle & bustle are rare; 

But not so rare. 

How can we fulfill the tradition of loyalty 
With those who can not bear its burden. 


INNOCENT 


Who is the more agile and 

Pursuing predator of us two, 

And the buyer of known affections. 

You ! who could not even commit the crime of love, 
If you are innocent then who is to be blamed ? 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Sabiha Ikram 
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ور | A‏ عارف 
سار کون — 
of‏ ج 
BF‏ را Hx‏ 
گار کون سے 
Als‏ عارف 


ر وا 


اس کا رگر رزم میس تمائی کے محجات 
مکل تو ہیں پر FEN‏ ہوتے 
مر وفا ان سے با یں Su‏ 
Lane FY Lists‏ 


lef ے‎ 


e 


"موف چاہوں 1 رار 
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LEAVING YOU ? 


I will leave your place 7 why ۶ 

1 will rather die than to leave this place. 

I am a star, which makes a journey of light 
That leaves morning behind even if I die. 


A WORD TO SPEAK 


There was a word on the slightly gapped lips 

The silent voice did not speak much 

Once, | had seen tears in the pretty blue eyes. 

Since then | have controlled the flood of tears in my eyes. 


Poet: Dur-e-Anjum Arif 
Translated by: Ahmad Arifeen 
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کا سے کون جم تا ور Eu)‏ 

م ماد A‏ ہہ گر چھوڑ Eve‏ 

ا Fu‏ 6 حر جوز Efe‏ 

تم ژوب کر کی جن کر کول چا کے 

وراتم عارف 

رف 

a ee 
ال‎ ree رطق‎ ak مول‎ 
0۰٣ 2. 
ہا سو ھت سا‎ 
ورام عارف‎ 
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KARAMAT BOKHARI has created this poetic 
travelogue in terms of the Experience - spots that give a 
continuity to the poetic world. This mode of writing has been 
drawn from the Kafi-model which guides the readers in a state 
of inner development. His poetry tends to speak in images and 
with every image and innder world is raised to contain the 
outer environment of each poem. 


The "Nation" 


KARAMAT BOKHARI's collection exhibits maturity 
and confidence and there is a certain tilt towards fusing the 
Seraiki and Urdu traditions. 


The "STAR" Karachi 
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THE STARS REVOLVE 


The stars revolve 
and cannot witness the form Destiny takes, 
nor can the stars 

collect thorms from the by paths 

covered with weariness 

or by a passing flash of light 

out life can never reach its destiny; 

and joy cannot descend 

on the bed 

made by sorrow and 

troubles. 

the stars revolve 

what interest they have in anybody's name. 
who has said this ? 

that the perpetual revolving is the 

resting place of their hear, and 

it will windup 

a tale. 

the stars are ever in motion 

what message they will give to life ? 

they are a passing shadow themselves, 
what immortality 

they. will pass on to us 7 


Poet: Karamat Bokhari 
Translated by: Jilani Kamran 
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LIS ستتارے‎ 


ستارے LIS’‏ 
ستار و مقر ر یگواہی بن تس کح 
هکلفت We‏ رااہوں REL‏ نس کح 
زرا ی جگاہٹ e‏ 
ماری be Ons,‏ نی کن 
sf‏ آلام tL‏ راحت orn‏ 
ae‏ محوگروش ہیں 
Sou‏ کے نام Meda‏ موی 
pSAL YW‏ ا نکی و لک Suet‏ 
تیب واستاں موی 
ستار ےگروشوں میں ہیں 
ISP‏ یکو تا Lup Urb,‏ 
کہ وه و BG isd‏ ہیں tt‏ وہ نام Lup‏ 


EARTH FROZEN ON ITS JOURNEY 


Earth is on a journey 

We are flying in the vasteaus of the sky: 
From eternity to eternity. 

which is sequance of milky way. 

is the way of all spirits ! 

All these towns. 

All these villages 

These homes hamlets, lones, locations 
These dwellings on the coasts 

Are all shelters of human body 

in the grip of executioner 

Neither in my power 

Nor in yours ! 

But out spirits are some less 

And they only fulfil the promise made 
on the day of creation. 

Earths lap waits for you 

we must pay back what we have 
Received from Earth. 

The Earth is on a journey 

And it has 

Frozen. 


Poet: Karamat Bokhari 
Translated by: Jilani Kamran 
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کرامت خاری 
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نشن س رت 


زین رس سے 

م ما کی ht‏ وسحت میں اڑ رب ہیں 

انل سے SLi‏ سے Li‏ 

HKN g‏ ے تام روو ں کا راستد ہے 
سی Ub weak‏ ہارے 

ہک رگ ون هکل کف ہہ ساحلوں کے مکالن ساره 
OF 2‏ سب پناہگاہیں 

ہیں دست قا لک tur‏ 

نہ تمرے میس یں نہ میرے میس میں 

گرماری تماری eu‏ ہیں بے ME‏ 

کہ ا نک ایا از کا وعرہ بھی ے نبھانہ 

زی سکی آفول خظرج 

ES‏ کے ع ےکا رزق تم نے 

نیش کو والیی سے در 2 

نش Be‏ ہے دج 


۱ AM A DESERT 


] am a desert 

Myearth, who knows has been longing for 
Rains; My burning eyes, perpetually 
watching eyes 

Hare never seen a green weather 

Nor the season when it rains. 

If ever a water-stream 

in search of strange and loveable scenes 
Flows my way, it 

perishes on its way and sinks deep 

in quick sand. If a cloud 

Appears to wet me with water 

its sails turn into walls 

If lowers its anchors on the way, in some green living place 
where, 

The Rainbow streches itself 

among cool breazes, where dewell 
Sweet scents and the spray of dew drops 
shines in green meadows. 

In my courtyard hange darkness and, 
Drea, the winds cry and whirl winds 
make their dance 

My soil remains a thirst 

For the touch of a dancing, ringing 
water streams for its moisture; 

For some wandering piece of could, 
For a weather of pouring rain drops. 
Where the dew descends, 

God only knows 

He only knows where it rains 

A desert 

A desert I am. 


Poet: Karamat Bokhari 
Translated by: Jilani Kamran 


س کا ہوں 


س را ہوں 

می مش نہ ہا هکلب بر Fis‏ سے 
TNL MEY‏ 
frh‏ برق رت Post‏ 

ONTA 

انو کے مترو ں کی و میں 

ESNIE) 24 

و رتش س دم اڈ ر > 

اش ر یگ روال مم ڈوب جاتی ہے 
NAMA‏ 

SiS سرا‎ & 

و اس کے پاربل ولوار بین جات ہیں Kes‏ 
وہ eb‏ > "ی شاواب LF‏ 

bie Ue‏ ہوائؤں می دنک SF‏ ق چ 
le‏ خوش وکاڑرہ ے 


ال BIS?‏ وا دوک سے 
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میں گرا ول 
er‏ ہگن میں وعشت ‏ ائ ر را ے 
0 وس رق BLS‏ 
رک ھی خر سے 
aa: li‏ 
کی رم م کے موس مکو 
می ی 2ج 
قرا اد A‏ ال سب 
Fw‏ برسق ے 
س را ہوں 
کرامت Ue‏ 
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WHY KEEP AWAKE ۶ 


Why you keep awake ? 

What you think about ? 

Tell us some thing, do not stay alone 
We are also anxiety ridden 

in this world of confusion 

And live un-happily 

helplessly 

In this dwelling place of thought and dream! 
people stay away. 

From us 

Donot give youself to 

Deep musing -- 

It is not good to keep memory tears 

on your eye lashes ? 

whatever is beyond oneself 

is never a good thing for rememberance. 
For recollection 

Donot scratch Times wounds 

Donot do this my love 

Be kind to me...... 

The night has grown damp and the moon 
is on the point of 

going down. 

In a few moments the dew 

shall quench the thirst of 

Flowers, does yourself like fresh 

un opened flowers 

In the world of dreams 

Now go to sleep 

To sleep. 


* Poet: Karamat Bokhari 
Translated by: Jilani Kamran 
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nbus 


۲-۷ 
کیا و ہو 
کر yo sl‏ 
FALL Lege‏ اھ ری 
اس قواب خیا لکی بہت میں میور و Ss Nee‏ ہیں 
وگول کزان رج ہیں 
ser‏ 
ادوں کے بے ہاو لیکو پگوں ہے Bie‏ نہیں 
Sele‏ بات نہ ہو ا لوا نیک نہیں 
ا ت کرو زو ںکو 
اي نود ری جا نکرو 
کے ر انا اما ن کرو 
اب را ت کی Bl‏ بل اور Sik‏ ہے پمپ جان ےک 
وش م ےکی پولک پبان SLM‏ 
SIF WE‏ صورت خوابول HE BFE‏ 
اب چاو 
م سو جا کرامت بخاری 
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MY STATE 


the voice 

the silence of seas, 

the ships 

the winds blowing on the sea-coast, 
the clap trap of dark clouds in the sky. 
the dream 

the opening, and blooming roses, 

the distress of sad faces in separation, 
And the chapters of the coming generations thought -- 
Are all mine! 

Mine is 

the speculation 

the soil of conviction 

the heaven reached by thought 

and water and clay 

and the world 

made by water and clay. 

they. who are lost 

and who have gone to sleep 

and the cage 

and the net 

and sorrow and joy of the world 

and the steps without them, 

Are all mine ! 


Poet: Karamat Bokhari 
Translated by: Jilani Kamran 
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مقام 


ele 
سعندروں کا سکوت هرا‎ 
عفن چرس‎ 
بے ماعلو کی ہوا یں‎ 
0 فلل ہے منہ زور پاولوا‎ 
و‎ 
اوا اہ ن رای رر‎ 
گر نازه کے باب میرے‎ Sur اور آنے وال تتام‎ 
گان مرا‎ 
میرک‎ tir سی نکی‎ 
مرا‎ ht یہ رک‎ 
آب وگل کا جمان هرا‎ gun س آب و کل‎ 
Ut ج وکو‎ 
جو سو گے ہیں قام میرے‎ 
میرے‎ hele Sr نی می را‎ 
رہے ہیں متام میرے‎ SL ند خن‎ Btw 
کرامت .خاری‎ 
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SYED ABDUL QADDUS 


Syed Abdul Qaddus needs no introduction as a poet 
having twelve books of Urdu poetry, to his credit. His poems 
(Nazm and Ghazal both) are being published in the leading 
magazines such as Naqoosh. Alamat, Adab-i-Lateef, Mah-e- 
Nao and Takhleeq etc. He has written four books of Urdu 
prose as well which include novels and collections of short 


stories. 


In fact, Syed Abdul Qaddus is an author of international 
repute. He has written twentyfive (25) books in English in 
addition to his Urdu books of poetry and prose. He has written 
on a variety of subjects and gained national and international 
recognition. He is among the foremost thinkers of Pakistan and 
his writings are regarded of immense value even by the foreign 
critics. According to the renowned scholars of Europe. he is 
among the great philosophers of the present day world and as a 
philosopher and thinker he is compared with Bertrand Russel 
of England and Jean Paul Sartre of France. 


Protessor Naseem Jaffer 
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TOLERANCE 


Grief and sorrow, 

A gift of grandeur, 

Of the endless caravan, 
Of days and nights, nights and ۰ 
That brings in its wake, 
Tragedy and trauma, 
Our aching existence, 
Grief and sorrow 

Our listless soul 
Despair and distress 
Our spinal cord, 
Breaking into pieces. 
O! The Great Overseer, 
Do not put ۰ 

To such an acid test, 
As we are 


Perhaps not equal to the task! 


Poet: Syed Abc: Qaddus 
Translated by: Naseem Ja. fer Quddus 
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برواشت 
روز و باه Ee EU:‏ 
مار Bo‏ ایک بی وتات ZY‏ 
13 درد les‏ 
چنا مار 7 سب و روز 


م وام کے سانیچوں میں ge:‏ رے 


ی روگل 
مار fs Line.‏ 
اس تاقابل براش 
اور بھی نہ تم ہوتنے والے بوچھ سے 
ay ol‏ رے 
کہ ماری ری هک EWE‏ 
مار ے رپ 
تم پر اییابوھ نہ ژال 
سے اٹھان ےکی تم میں طاقت تس 
سی رکپرالقد وی 
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MONK 


Just the other day, 

Away from the humdrum, 

Of every day life, 

Away trom earthly desire, 
And all the world's woe, 

In the seclusion, 

Of an unknown abbey. 

Day in and day out, 

A monk was all meditation, 
As if a heavenly soul, 
Unaware of the mortal world, 
Compelled to live nowhere, 
But in this world, 

Clad in a snow-white robe, 
And a cross round his neck, 
With a prayer on his lips, 
Lips meant for the praise, 

Of the Creator, 

Yet unaware of His creatures, 
And the worldly pleasures, 
Though scatteered round him, 
Like the treasures, 

Countless are the favours 

Of the Lord, 

That He in His mercy, 
Bestowed on humanity, 
Which is it, 

Of the favours of your Lord. 
That ye deny. 

But O! Monk, 

You have denied to yourself, 
The invaluable gifts of God, 
Which came like manna dew, 
For your prophets before you, 
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The treasure that grow, 

In the wheat fields, 

And those of oats, 

The pleasures, 

That shepherds drive, 

In taking care 

Of sheep and goats, 

The blessings that bloom, 

With fresh olive and rich dates, 
O! Monk 

Could you deny ? 

The grandeour of the landscape. 
Of beautiful vales and valleys, 
Of pastures and fields, 

Of rivers, rivulets and streams, 
Of mighty mountains, 

Of high seas. 

And untathomable occeans. 

O! Monk, 

Why have you denied ? 

All the pleasures. 

That are all yours, 

Once again. 

I addressed the monk, 

Then my eloquence, 
Addressed myself: 

Of the gavours of your Lord, 
That ye deny! 


Poet: Naseem Jaffer Quddus 
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راہب 


ہے کل کی بات ہے 

wn بی ای‎ +٤ 
ینام عباوت گاہ س‎ 
)رت ارات‎ 
Bos’ تو‎ Us 

ول iT‏ روح زس بر 
نکی لول pee‏ 
Sti nal‏ سر 
قیم ور Sak‏ 
BRE‏ صلیب 
ہونٹ خراوتری FE‏ 
wed‏ 

مو شم کا دنیاکی لزنو کا عجیب 
وتا ی وهلزش 

Ui Ses 
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مر Phin‏ سے i‏ رو کو ارس 
کا لب ارت راہب 
فراع Juy‏ 

bx Se 

کو کون سی متیو ںکو ماو گے 
کاب رگ الد تاراب 

بی تمارے پروروگارکی 
Efe‏ 

L Lye 

مکمک یی پولک رورم 

ہے جوک shini‏ 
yz,‏ قوف 

ا 

SEZ شاواب‎ xy cud یم‎ 
Lech eu 
خوبصورت منظرسل‎ NEL 

نک ام LS‏ 

وتا ںویناپ رکرو گے 

کہ bie‏ بین وہ تیِں وس 

جو ارت هیا 5 ut‏ 
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ا بارگ الریا راہ ب 
الیک پا رد ےکر 
نے تل رت ےا 
کہ تم Shel‏ یکو کون سی نت یک کر 
ای الاء ریماگزین 
بی د کیرالقروں 
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THE SAGE 


A tace shrunk, 

And shrivelled, 

Full of wrinkles, 

A face on which, 

Age has left its imprint, 

Is the face, 

Of an ageless peer. 

I saw him: 

Under the shade of a tree, 
When I was, 

Stepping down the stairs, 
Of a public library, 

I read his face, 

That startled, 

With its sagacity, 

Just as there is more wisdom, 
In one saintly face. 

Than all the nuread leaves 
Of a thousand books ! 


Poet: Syed Abdul Quddus 
Translated by: Naseem Jaffar Quddus 
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Oe‏ ور 
کل شام 


7! 

کتب نان کی بیڑھیوں = 

Sabi SS‏ تا“ 

Fag 

اک مر پپیر ریش پر 

| ZB Uy اور‎ 

کہ وه مر تن 

اک زرگ و وروش صفت ہو کے 
اور خاطب ہو لول ے 

که Wor‏ ی لزت سے ے وه بے خر 
لصو و لت و ارب میس وہ UT‏ 
ضط وفافہ و ریا ی Bee‏ 

کر tnt‏ ا سکی 

سے زنر کا وہ iy‏ 

ج وکت نمان کی الماروں می کی bn‏ 
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تین جلرول > اوراق ot‏ تس 
توف و علست و ارب کل جلرول کے اوران میں سس 
ملق و فقو ریاضی کے tu BEY‏ یس 
متا یر 
جو سوا رای ی لزت سے ہے بے یر 
BS eI‏ 
نہ شا ع بی و ن ور 
تراط و افلاطون و ارسطو ہیں 
HE a‏ 
VTA A‏ 
es‏ سے اس بیاض À Stu‏ 
by‏ 2 لیا اس نے وضو 
چیه س کے 
م ووا شک سبو 
وا 
جو سوا رتا یکی لزت سے سے بے قر 
پرعرالقدوں 
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INTRODUCTION - AMMAR YASSER 


Ammar's poetry provides light entertainment to the readers. It 
is simple and colourful. Though it is romantic yet is thought 
provoking and answers many of the burning question of today. 
His poetry is expressive as well as complaisant. 


Noumana Farooq 
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YOU HAVE TO BE MINE 


You have to be mine, 

My Valentine. 

Mine you have to be 

Because without you 

1 do not find any purpose 

Of this life ! 

Howsoever the scenic grendeur may be 
But it does not touch 

The chords of my heart 

Godliness and worshiping humanity. 
Are meaningless without you. 


You have to be mine 

My Valentine 

You have to be mine 
Because you without me : 
Hidden in the pall of night 
Tur ning the pillow on your head 
Keep on thinking of me 

In the soft heat, 

Of sweet heartbeat 
Quietly lovingly kissing 
The beautiful cheeks 
Becoming wet with tears. 


You have to be mine. 
My Valentine ! 
You have to be mine, 
Simply because, 
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If you and 1 

Could not become one ! 
Everything will be destroyed 
Moon and stars 

And every frame 

Of scenic beauty 

And the warmth of 

The company of friends 
Will collapse like 

House of cards 

O ! my dear friend 

People will cease to believe 
In love and trustworthiness 
You have to be mine 

My Valentine 


Poet: 


Translated by: 


Ammar Yasser 
Syed Abdul Qaddus 
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مس »وتات میا 


کل ہوناہبے مرا 

23 ہونا سے مرا اس SKA‏ تسار ین 
کے اس زنر کاکوئی بھی مقصر ہیں کت 

میں nS‏ چنا بھی BLAS‏ 
fade‏ هکیف fre‏ تما ن 


یں »نا مرا 

Peak SEE میا اس‎ ebay” 
LE کے واسٹے‎ bY بر‎ 
رم رات ت کے ور ر‎ Suni رت‎ (ul 
میرے خوابوں سے برا ہیں تمممارے لب‎ É 


ہیں ہونا سے مرا بے 

یں hae‏ ہوا ہے اس میرے بن 

e 
He NEL ey Ke ت‎ 

را 

بت پیا ر سے سے چومتی Sue‏ تلم 


کل ہوناہے را 

میں بوتا ے مرا اس لئ کچھ FLAS‏ 
لی با ای کے یہ چان اب سب 
MN,‏ راک قل اج جا کی خوو وو 
حبت اور وفا see‏ جا گا چم 

یں »وناب مر 

ہیں »ون مرا 

مایا سر 
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WHAT HAPPENS? 


Are you the destination, beatification or a conspiracy 
Are you the passage, companion, enigma or a desire, 
Why don't you pre-destine if a destination. 
Why don't you provocate if a beatification. 
Why don't you ensconce if a conspiracy. 
Why do the foot prints vanish if a passage 
Why don't you shower love if a companion 
Why a tangled fate if an enigna. 
Why an untagled fate if a desire 
What happens? 
Now speak how should I relate my heart's tale 
You speak your views and I will speak mine. 


۰ ۰ ۰ rP 
Otherwise we will be on our ways like stangers 


Poet: Ammar Yaser 
Translaed by: Noumana Farooq 
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ورن s:‏ الا ووہ ۱ می بھی bx‏ 
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MELANCHOLY 


While in the evening I become sad, 
Tired 1 return to my home; 

Thinking that a good news 

Perhaps may be waiting at my threshold 
The happy news 

Of a separated lost friend ! 

Of the far away hidden times 

Of his return, after a long while. 


On the aroma of a letter 

On my scattered books 

In an envelop of bright colours. 

Or the members of the family 

Like a chatter box involved 

In a happy stream of endless gossip. 
Alas ! but it does not happen like this 
Happy news does not come 

Nor comes the letter of bright colours 
Friends do not come since long 
Memhers of the family keep quiet 
That is why when I become sad 
Tired I return to my home 

Just after a while, when I return 
With broken steps, in the blind alleys 
After the return, lying on the bed 
Eye sleeps while it is half open 


Poet: Ammar Yasser 
Translated by: Syed Abdul Quddus 


118 


wa 


جب Wey‏ سا ہ ھک اوق ہوں SAEG‏ 

geet Gu 6 F 5 شیر‎ Sun سوچتا‎ 

ا 

اوشیره وور وققل کی 

ال ادن Sine‏ 

اکوئی خط مک رہ ہوگا se‏ ري ZU be‏ 
یں کے ات ےس 

اکوئی ول بپند سے موضورع گے Lunes hh‏ 

ud J?‏ کے unit‏ گے 

ugri‏ تس بو 

کول خی Ga‏ شوخ ر یلع خر نس 7 

Nears‏ ال ا 'کھ کے ارا چپ رچ ہیں 

y!‏ جب اراس Sn‏ 4 ار 

ووی بجر "ول قرمول سے لوٹ جانا ہوں ان رگ Un‏ 

بحر از وال لول I7‏ 

آل او رل 


sui 
119 


INTRODUCTION - HASAN MUIZUDIN 


This charming lyric is composed in Ballad meter 
rhyming a b c b. Dominant note of the poem is keatsian 
melancholy and pessimism under which the Poet is keenly 
feeling a personal tragedy. The imagery is of the "Waste Land" 
where nothing but echo of sad music could be heard. This 
dirgetul tone full of alliteration runs throughout the whole 
composition and sharpens one's sensibility to realize the futility 
of a man's life, hopes and aspirations. 


Then in a fit of pantheistic trance the Poet conceives the 
ultimate reality being "Universal Love" but is deeply wailing 
over its loss. In the last stanza general pensive mood becomes 
particular and universal pessimism replaced by personal 
disillusionment. It reflects the beauty and sincerity of Byron's 
lyric "When We Parted" and is steeped in genuine emotions. 


Mr. Hasan Muizudin is a prose writer. By vocation. a 
Translator, mainly of religious literature. A very occasional 
poet in English, Hindi/Urdu and Persian, he, at times, excels 
some well known names in literature. He is also very active in 
organising academic and social service groups. 


Shahnaz Muzammil 
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AN ODE TO POETRY 


What is poetry 

If not a spree 

A lofty thought 
Beneath a tree 

Or on the sand 

Where footprints bend 
Pointing new trend 
For a sojourn free 


A prose is too direct 
An out of veils tract 
A message loud & open 
Bewildered and distract 


But a poem is a philosophy 
With emotion love and empathy 
It can be whispered still 

Or sung on band of sympathy 


The listener is enchanted 
Enamoured, rier recanted 
Rejection seldom witnessed 
Acceptance often counted 


In a lyric you are free 
Liberated and at liberty 


Poet: Hasan Muizudin 
Translated by: Shahnaz Muzammil 
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شاوی جن ہے صیاحت ہے y7 AY‏ 

شای SF‏ علا مت ے نر سر 
شاوی اک سس یل ج i‏ 
شاعری ایک تش پا بھی ہے 

Sy‏ گاہ بھی ہے 

نٹرمیں بھی اظمار ہو ما ہے 

ایک وا ام دب 

اک ایا آب پاره چ 

گرب کو شبات وا ہے 

م اک ایا فلض ے جو 

tiie’‏ بدا ہے 

ee UF الک ایا‎ 

ھی Gh‏ سے میں سے 

تم اک پل etl‏ 
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Suse‏ راہٹ سے 
el Fe‏ م رکو los‏ سے 
ve‏ رنگ اس میں کے ہیں 
Abia‏ 
ےکی پا ارات 
ردول ا CSS‏ 
ان معزالدین رمم : Sit‏ 
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SEPARATION 


Despair belies hope; 
Suspense negating wish; 
Silence stifling sigh; 

No echo of the cry. 


Dreams a hallucination: 
Memory darkened yore. 
Green glen is barren: 

Listless incoherent lore. 


Prayers choked dry, 

Wish wearing sullen look: 
ON! true love is not nigh, 
Songless is the brook. 


Repentance no virtue; 
Reminiscence no solace. 
Requite repels reaction, 
Requiem I can not brace. 


My throbbings beating on; 

Your guilty guiles go on; 

Lo! the end is so nearby 

May ۱ bid you good bye! مرا‎ 


r 


Poet: Hasan Muizudin J 
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INTRODUCTION - MAMOONA SULTAN 


Her poetry reveals Mamoona Sultan as a mature poetess 
of groomed thought, perfect expression, and plausible rhyme. 
Her rhythmic style makes her poems readable like a song. She 
deserves all the adjectives for a seasoned poetess and it is 
awesome until you meet her. She is actually a student of 
medicine and looks like a teenager. She is shy, soft spoken and 
noble like a fairy. Her mother, an accomplished poetess 
herself, does not want her to be showered with petals of praise, 
lest she assumes. So in reverence to her mother, she is not 
being praised, much. 


Hasan Muizudin 
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CONFUTED CONTRADICTION 


My inner-self nescience, 

A burden on my conscience. 
My unknown athirst, 

Had to have a burst, 

Ah! that eternal zeal, 

Will it never heal? 

Question no one could answer, 
Neither a saint nor a dancer. 
No answer to this quodlibit, 
Not at all with an atheist. 
God extended Himself ? 

Or God created it all ? 

Are orthodox right or sufis ( 
Still no answer to my call. 
Then, then I learnt, 

As all my hopes burnt; 

My inner darkness is lure, 
And nature is a cure. 

He created it all, 

He does not have a fall. 

He gave men mind, 

Ah! most of them blind. 

He solves their queries, 
Helps'em in worries, 

And yet men cry, 

Why God ? none other, why 7 


Poet: Mamoona Sultan 
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Wise Ws‏ ہے 
شاع یمو سلطان 
مریم : شمنازمزل 
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اوت 


DULCINEA 


Is it a mere feeling; 

Or a passion's healing, 
Is it really love ? 

Or a mere bluff ۰ 

That makes you so dear, 


To a gentle cavalier. 


Your search a dementation, 
Is insanity and hallucination. 
Ah! yet your attraction, 

Is a real satisfaction. 


He knows you're a feeling; 
Nothing but a longing. 

Ah! yet men desire, 

For you, a burning fire. 


Poet: _Mamoona Sultan 
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; ا‎ 
LEAF OF LOVE 


Again the spring revives, 

The green one survives. 

The swinging of the swing. 
The song that birds sing, 

The plaudit the spring gives, 
The moment none wants to miss, 
The band of beautiful colours, 
Makes crazy the spring lovers. 
A pale leaf flying; 

Looks back while dying, 

Yes! I left my heaven, 

The reverie beautifully woven; 
I fell from my place. 

I left all my grace, 

I left the wind of swing. 

I left the bird of spring. 
BECAUSE. not ا ا ا ا ا ا ا‎ wees 
Spring is my dementation, 
Love is my Satisfaction. 

Ah! I have lost. 

The beautiful song of dove. 
Yet it's a sop, 

For I'm the leaf of love. 


Poet: Mamoona Sultan 
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میں 


THE GOLDEN SILENCE 


Thy art needs not a reward, 
Thy language is never hard. 
Thy words always shine, 

Oh! Silence, beauty is thine, 
Thy golden words help me, 
To let my silent feelings flee. 
Never have I said, 

"God ۲ I really love you". 
But shines my silence, 

And not the words so few. 
"Love" ! never've Í uttered this word, 
Yet God knows: 

He has heard. 

Never've I said, 

"Ammi Abbu ! I love you". 
But shines my golden silence, 
Like shining drops of dew. 
My silent smile said hello, 
To this world so shallow. 
Never shall I say good-bye, 
As my silent soul shall fly. 
Silently, | was born, 
Silently. 1 shall die. 


Poet: Mamoona Sultan 
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خموشیو ںکی زی کو Ute‏ بھی سناہے 

بش رلفطو نک واستا ںکو بھی سنا ہے 

Lut‏ ین اسرا رکب کل ہیں 

Unt?‏ نے ی کی سے گل کیا سے 

ی ای نے وش فظو کو واووی سے 

Ute کی زبال‎ Unt? 

بھی کی کاول دکھا ہے 

نموشیوں کے سار ری AP‏ 

pein’‏ کے ہزبوں کے ترتمال ہیں 

ہے Hie‏ ول میس PS‏ رہ ہیں 

Sums?‏ زیان اعلا نکر ری ے 

یتو ںکی این ہوں میں 

کیاش نے اد نرا سے | میں مات 

Vije fes é‏ مات 

موش روک رکیا ہے جه 

وش کر جن ہیں نے ۲۷ 
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7 
با 


DEATH OR A BLESSING 


Death is never painful, 
Dead ones never harmful, 


Lite is a deteat, 

And man a cheat. 

Man makes life a misery, 
Like a puzzle or a mystery 


Lite is so rude, 
And people so shrewd, 


Man kills man just for life, 
But lite kills man like a bright knife, 


Death leads to heaven, life leads to hell. 
Death is a sea but lite a dry well. 


} 


/ 


Poet: © Mamoona Sultan 


140 


زره انال ‏ باعث آزار 
ا شرا 

جو بھی دنا و پکھوڑ جا سے 
کب کی کاوہ دل وان 
زر لکیلب اک مھ ے 
وی بھی عل نس ہوا 
راز سربست اک ر یں 
ا elt FE‏ 
وو سرا .مت سے elki‏ 
زند یک ری علامت ے 
AL 2 97‏ 


141 


زنل نی We‏ ے 
of‏ آجاۓ ا سک یکرو میں 
جک میں تی ote‏ 
کیا تال ہا ں کا ہرانساں 
ابا خوں کا aly‏ 
زندگی af ne‏ 
زعلا اس GA‏ 
Serer‏ ره دما سے 
زندگی tT‏ جلا ہے 


موت وسعرت ے ال ee‏ 

زنل Sy‏ علا مت ہے 
شاع میموۓ سلطان 
مریم : شمنازمزل 


142 


THE LAST COMPANION 


Frittered my dreams, 
Scattered my screams. 
Like helpless feathers. 
Like changing weathers, 
My desire Like steam, 
Left behind a scream. 
The last friend in fear, 
Was but a tear. 

How much did I strive, 
For my tear to survive. 
It left the barren eyes, 
with but diminished cries ! 


Poet: ۸۷۷۱۱۰۰۸۸0۸01, Sultan 


143 


f 


A 
Syst 


خواپ ریزہ ہوۓ ; 

اور ہیں فضاش FY‏ 

لے رت ہو یھ برندویں کے بر 

Nae bbs fork 

خوف izy‏ رگا 

خوابش ں کی gh‏ ہوئی رھ میں 

bf‏ موم نہ تھا سسکیوں کے سوا 

الم _ 

TL‏ رسای متا 

Su VSI 

hid‏ کان وه رک تہ سکا 

رون از 

کے" چپ با یت 
ge e E‏ شاع oye‏ سلطان 


144 


INTRODUCTION - NOUMANA FAROOQ 


It was a pleasant surprise to learn of Noumana's poetry. She is 
by profession an Economist. She also paints and plays Sitar by 
way of hobby. What is really amazing is that she creates music 
in her poetry by using hard consonants. Her knack for giving 
proper expression to her thoughts and feelings is yet another 
plus. 


Mamoona Sultan 
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VOCIFERATION OF SELF ESTEEM 


The periphery of reminiscence lies vacant. 
The pain fills the eyes with tears, 
é 
The pgrjurbed eve renders the sky red. \ 


Wait for the separation of eve to light up 
The views, revived in my eyes. 


Encircled in many uncertain moments, 


Again | truss my lashes; 
I breathe with my mind vacant: 


And pulveruleant are my desires. 


The vociferation of self-esteem is submissive. 
Wants to erase prints from hearts's plate. 


But your predilection circumscribes my way. 


Poet: Noumana Farooq 
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INTRODUCTION - HAFSAH QAZI 


Poetry is the gift of God. It emerges out regardless of 
one's years and environments. The few lines that appeared in 
script from scattered on a couple of pages reveal the gift God 
has bestowed on this young mind. Innocently worded, the 
thoughts and feelings are described with perfect rhythm grace 
poetry talent that lies therein. Such is the feeling one 
experiences on Hafsah Qazi's poetry. Perfect harmony coupled 
with the closest approximately of words and thoughts. The 
words are too agile to describe what lies ahead in this realm of 
poetry for this budding poetess, a student of English literature. 
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TELL ME MY FRIEND 


To whom belongs 
the buds, trees and 
flowers ! 

Who is the creator 
of these clouds, 
thunder and stars. 
Who has made the 
Earth, Jupiter and 
Mars ? 


To whom do you 
turn to, in trouble, 
when you are 
caught. 

Now tell me my 
friend, is there a 
God or not? 
Whose miracles 
everywhere are 
found! 

Can you ever reach 
the place where 
seven skies are 
bound ? 


Just look at the 
Earth which goes 
round and round. 


Whose help do you 
need at every dan- 
gerous spot. 


Of whom do you 
feel awe while look- 
ing at the sea ? 

In whose kingdom 
are you most wel- 
come and free ? 


Look around, don't 
you have eyes to 
see or not? 

Now tell me my 
friend, is there a 
God or not ? 


Poet: Hafsah Qazi 
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کہ زوست موز | ہے بت 


رورت و زان کے شنم ی 
ان ورن ا gn‏ د ل سے 
کون تالق ھے keel‏ کا 
by‏ اور خاروں Pal‏ رهام کا 
Sng‏ مرن بو با زنل 

سب ایک خ دا کے ز مس 
کون مشکل س سنا سے سب کی دعا 
Geet‏ کے مر زرا ی وب 
رطف سک UF‏ 
bent Luit‏ لے 

Fue‏ یک رساق موق 
واروں کا ردد رس نس 
ty!‏ نوف و خط رک ب راک راہ پر 
ونر سب کی بر br‏ 
اے خمدائی کے گر زرا تا 

ٹیچ سے اخ وب اگا ا کون 
lA‏ مرو بنا تا کول 


g‏ مئر کی (al yor‏ ون 
ا کی بت پلریاد آ نس کون 
IF‏ آزاد ہو اور خوش پاش ہو 
EE‏ سکی ایم میں 
ور ا موی میں مرکو میں لے وا 
اب را مر زرا ہے جا 
شا of‏ 203 ای 
ep‏ :رامت بفاری 
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